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of one of the plane trees that lined the street, hushing her
baby by suckling it. A quarrel was going on between another
mother and a man who had been dirtied in the crush
by her sick baby. Outside the Theatre were small Jew-
boys begging, and a man who with some shells on a tray
challenged the onlookers to point out under which shell he
placed a bean. Gostermongers had set up stalls. At one stall
a strong-wristed fellow was breaking apples between his
palms to please his girl, while nearby an aggrieved man was
looking for a vanished enemy. "I opened my mouth to tell
him what I thought of him, and he spat into it."

Birds flew about the tree-tops. City-sparrows gave them-
selves up to love-chases, knowing that there would be
abundant crumbs when the crowd dispersed.

Where was Caesar? The time for the session had arrived,
and the senators were filing into the Curia, discussing the
latest money-reports from the Forum; but no word had come
that Caesar was seen on the road.

"WHAT do you think is the reason?"

Brutus stared impassively ahead. " Can't you bear
waiting? By God, I feel I've been waiting all my life for
this moment." All doubt had passed from him as he stepped
down from the tribunal. He was exalted, like Porcia. He
gazed up at the statue of Pompeius and felt as stable as the
man of stone. It was right that Caesar should die in the
building set up by his great opponent Pompeius. Stare down
on me, man of stone; I am your equal; I am your avenger;,
when 1 strike, the hand of stone strikes with me.

Cassius was flustered by the calm of Brutus, for until now
he had dominated their relationship. Suddenly he felt that
Brutus was indeed the stronger, that the mask of strength
had a real face behind it. A love of the world overcame him,
and his heart sang* He loved everyone, for they all had that
reality of virtue if they faced the testing moment. Even
Caesar he loved, but would slay nevertheless. He would
slay him all the more happily. Under his cloak he grasped
the dagger, and with it the large pearl-pendant that Caesar
had given Tertulla. Gossipers said that the gift had been
made for a fleshly return, but Cassius knew that a lie, Caesar